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Five Stars 


With his latest release, Hawkins proves that he doesn’t need fo live in Grohl's shadow any longer. Five stars 


Sitting on the couch with his glasses perched on his nose, Dave read the review with the tangible taste of 
heartbreak in his mouth. The words spoke the truth that he'd never dared to, Taylor was quickly growing 
bigger, and better, than Foo Fighters. At some point in the not too distant future, the drummer would be able 
to step away and walk a path that was very different to his own 


Putting his phone down, Dave lifted his glasses and wiped away the tears that were pooling in his eyes. Gone. 
He'd be gone soon and Dave would have the impossible task of finding another drummer. Sure, they'd be lining 


up to fill Taylor's spot. But none of them would be Taylor. 

Tears slid down his cheeks and pooled in his beard His heart ached, shattered into a million pieces at the 
prospect of what the future held. He couldn't imagine a future without Taylor. But, at some point, he'd 
probably have to deal with it. 


"Dave?" 


Taylor's voice was so soft and so gentle, a summer's breeze to calm the pain in his mind. Wiping the last of 
the tears, he lifted his head and found the younger man leaning against the door frame. When he dropped his 


glasses back onto his nose, Dave saw a concerned look on Taylor's face. 


The drummer stepped into the room and sat beside him, one hand coming to rest on Dave's knee. "What's 


wrong? Why are you crying?" 

Dave shook his head and plastered on a smile. "Nothing. Its nothing." 

"Dave, its not nothing. You can tell me." 

The blonde lifted a hand and stroked it down his cheek. Closing his eyes, Dave leaned into the other man's 
touch. He wondered when he would feel it for the last time. When would be their last kiss? When would Taylor 
tell him he was leaving for a solo career? 

‘l-ummm-l." Dave paused and pulled away. Sitting bolt upright, he looked at Taylor and felt his eyes begin to 
mist over once more. His voice was raspy and he really didn't want to talk. But he knew that he needed to. 
They'd been together for over twenty years and had always had a "No Bullshit" policy. "Well, l'm- l- I've been 
reading the reviews for your new album - and they're amazing, by the way - but I'm scared that you're going 


to up and leave Foo Fighters." 


There, he'd got it out. Sinking to the couch, he watched Taylor process what he'd said. Dave fully expected him 
to tell Dave to get fucked and walk out. Instead, he sighed sagged against the overstuffed couch. 


"Dave, you're doing that thing again" 
"What thing?" 


"The one where you over think everything." Taylor gave him a gentle smile and stroked a hand over Dave's 


hair. "I'm not going anywhere. You know that" 


"But that album is so good! The reviews are amazing! People are begging you for shows! What's stopping you 


from going?" 


Taylor fell silent, his eyes as gentle as the hand that touched him. "Wanna know what's stopping me? And it's 
not some misguided loyalty." 


Dave leaned a little closer, pressing himself against the beautiful man beside him. "Yeah, | wanna know." 
"Nothing," Taylor whispered. "Nothing's stopping me." 


Dave felt his heart shatter again. "So you're going?" 


"No. Dave, I'm not going. Please stop being stupid. | want to be here. | want to be with you. | want to be your 
drummer. This aloum - just like all the others - is something to keep me busy and keep me practising. | love 


you and | love the band. | ain't going nowhere." 
Dave felt himself pout. "Promise?" 


Taylor gave him that soft smile that he loved so much and leaned in to give him the gentlest of kisses. 


"Absolutely, one hundred percent, hand on heart promise." 


